"I   WILL   BE   YOUR   LEADER"
unable by nature to say anything which fell short of
perfect clarity. The very surprise he excited in others
encouraged them to magnify his prospects.
Omne ignotumpro magnifico.    To-day men are used to
Maicoim and he no longer seems to them the heaven-
sent leader of to-morrow.   As Colonial Secretary he
has been responsible for an attempt to resolve a grave
difficulty before British statesmanship, the problem of
Palestine.   Jew  and  Arab  have  contended,  while
Berlin has exulted in our embarrassment.   To some
the Holy Land would seem to have been converted
into an Augean Stables at the instigation of those who
wish us ill.   A political Hercules alone could cleanse
them. Malcolm MacDonald's heroism is of a different
stamp. He chooses to regard the problem as a Gordian
Knot.   He makes a preliminary pass with his steel
and sees it bury itself in the national aspirations of
Jewry.  A bitter cry of pain is heard, but the Colonial
Secretary has no right to look surprised.   The world
now likes him for himself, but few will enthusiastically
palliate a policy which they cannot distinguish from
defeat.   To him politics may already seem a sour
draught to be swallowed like medicine, and not to
supply the normal need for nourishment, nor yet the
heady pleasures of intoxication.
Other Scotsmen are doing their traditional duty of
governing England. Until the hostility raised by the
Milk Bill tripped him up, Mr. W. S. Morrison was
widely regarded as the coming man. But now his
eclipse seems total; for the future of his career it was
a cruel thing that he had to pass into and through the
Ministry of Agriculture. A rugged and robust elo-
quence harking back to his Scottish ancestry, intcl-
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